A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND
and a Frenchman.*   cTlie proportion Is not good,
answered a staff officer seriously.
As a brigade we are relieved every eighth night
the exhausted men being lorried back to cold hut-
ments, In the midst of the same sea of squalour a1
Bray. No wonder when men go on leave they fal
prey to every kind of evil In order to forget ! Bui
I have one Important factor less to deal with than Is
usual, I cannot be attacked. I am in a mudd\
wilderness and between the enemy and me Is a
muddy barrier over which organised advance Is
Impossible, I need no wire and even If I did I cannot
get it there. The men earn* two days5 food on theii
backs, as they go In - to save the mules; but there is a
limit to the strength of even a Welsh miner. True,
marauding hostile patrols occasionally penetrate
for Information, but they can do little harm. True,
I lose a good colonel, stabbed In three places and
shot In two, by a German sergeant who, having lost
Ms way, sees his chance; but I cannot have wire
on my front - the mud prevents It. I receive a
message saying the corps commander will hold a
conference in my dugout. Mahomet has to come to
the mountain of mod. At eleven o'clock the big
bugs arrive. Generals of all kinds rand grades
approach. The conference starts, The subject Is
wiring of the front line. I see my work report on
the table. "Wiring-nil," I read at a distance,
13*